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Jan. 19         Alan Parsons died on Sunday morning of pneu-
Tbursday. monia after 'flu. I met him at dinner at the Garrick
on the first night of Dinner at Eight some ten days
ago. Looking at the bill of fare, he said, " Oysters, caviare,
roast pheasant, foie gras, really the food in this club is the lousiest
in London." He was a remarkable figure with his great height,
fine head of grey hair, and majestic collars. The rest of him was
a scale of descending magnificence, often ending in coloured
socks with dress-clothes. He suffered from claustrophobia,
and watched nearly all plays standing up at the back of the dress-
circle. Wrote most of his notices half at the Garrick before
the play and half after the first act, since " my two million readers
have got to know about this play whether I do or not." He
hated the outlying theatres and called all the rubbish " my
favourite play." Not a first-class judge of pieces, but a capital
judge of acting. I remember Viola Tree bringing him to my
flat in Doughty Street some ten years ago to ask whether he
should give up the Home Office for journalism. I advised No
unless he had a private income, but Alan said he would sooner
starve than continue auditing the accounts of the Runcorn Fire
Brigade. Soon after, he joined the Daily Sketch as Mr Gossip
in succession to Peter Page. The Times says wrongly that he
chose dramatic criticism. He didn't, for the good reason that
if a man had the qualifications of Shaw, Montague, and Ivor
Brown all put together he would not be allowed to exercise
choice. You are pitchforked into dramatic criticism or not
at all. Alan was a violent anti-snob, on which subject he could
be vitriolic. Otherwise the kindest of men, and a crony of
Monty and St John Hutchinson. After two years of Mr Gossip
he became dramatic critic to the Daily Mail, and will not be
replaced easily even if he thought Shakespearian production
ended with Tree. I shall miss him greatly, as we all shall. Not
an enemy in the world.